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ment of a perfect, 01 at least an amended, condition The Utopia
is the prose analogue to the idealistic visions of a Spcnsei or a
Shelley. As the Faerie Oueeue or Prometheus Unbound is to the
epic, so is the Utopia to Tom Jones or Vanity Fair. Poets, it might
be said, are always e\olvmg Utopias, in that they are always
imaging this world in the light of another. Spenser ard Shelley, in
their visionary poems, are in some sense more poetical even than
the writers of great epic. Not so the author of the piose Utopia.
Despite its ideality, this is bound to be prosaic in the extreme.
After all, it is a piece of dialectic, not an effort of the free imagina-
tion. Employing matter of fact for the sake of illustiation, or
weighing facts against hypotheses which themselves are made to
look as much as possible like facts, Utopias have to keep close
to the ground in both matter and style. Bacon and Sidney could
hardly have excluded them from their classification of Poesy,
since they are assuredly a kind of writing that ranges " into the
divine consideration of what may be and should be" ; but as a
user of inspired woids and images, the other mark of Poesy, it is
difficult to see who but Plato among the Utopians could be awarded
the bays.
The name Utopia may be and has been applied to mere enuncia-
tions of an ideal scheme, without any story: woiks of that kind
do not concern us, though we should note that in many of the
others the story is a very peifunctory thing, a mere device for
making description clearer. If the story is only an improvised
vehicle on which the ideal scheme is loaded up, driven in, and
shot down for inspection, we might as well have the scientific
exposition which dispenses with the vehicle. At first blush, one
would think that the spectacle of an ideal state of humanity might
be made absolutely enthralling. But, apparently, with the elimina-
tion of evil there is an elimination of all that excites dramatic
interest. Only a fierce satirical animus seems to be able to
work the Utopian machinery with perfect consistency. The mere
theorist is too apt to forget what is the particular task he has
undertaken, and to drop unwarily into argument or contentious
criticism or mere categorical description, when he should have
used the literary contrivance that he has hired for the purpose it
was designed for. Even the supreme master of ironical narrative

